one by one, here into a hut and there into a hut, and they
were hidden in the piles of straw upon which the people
slept and under the rags of their garments. One .by one
he taught his men how to shoot, meeting them far outside
the city in the fields. If any one asked them what they
did, they said they were hunters.
- On the piece of open ground they had marched without
their guns. But it was different now when they marched.
They <had new strength because each thought of the
weapon he now had been given.
And I-wan came and went secretly at night through
the gate in the garden. He had bribed the gardener, and
the gardener laughed and gave him another key.
'You are like I-ko, tool' he said.   *Ah-ha, young sir!'
I-wan smiled.   Let the old man think he was going out
to pretty girls and flower-houses as I-ko did!
Each worked blindly in his own place through that
autumn and the winter. En-Ian knew what everyone in
the band did, but beyond that he, too, knew nothing,
except that all through the city there were bands like
theirs, each doing its allotted work. Somewhere there
were those who knew the whole, but where they were or
who they were, no one knew. I-wan felt himself part of
a great secret body, through which the life blood flowed,
whose heart they could all feel beating, whose brain
directed, and yet they knew no more.
All that had seemed real m his life before now became
of no importance. His family he scarcely thought about,
knowing the day now inevitable when he must renounce
them all and say nothing when their names were called
for death. Much of the time he felt strong enough for
this. When he was working, when he was caught up into
that secret life force and felt himself a part of the great
specific energy which was to heal all the troubles of the
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